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myth.  We  die  in  the  throes  of  our  own  tragic  legends,  like  spiders 
caught  in  our  own  web. 
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Majesty 

Ludicrous.  It's  goddamn  ludicrous.  I'm  sitting  here  watch- 
ing a  spider.  Small  and  lithe,  black  and  ugly.  I  could  be  doing 
something  else,  like  studying  for  an  exam,  but  no,  I'm  watching 
a  spider. 

It  moved!  So  long  had  it  remained  a  statue  that  I  forgot  it 
was  animate.  But  it  moved!  Not  just  a  movement,  but  a  glide.  I 
was  staring  right  at  it,  and  it  was  staring  back,  but  it  was  like  I 
glimpsed  the  movement  out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye.  A  floating 
log  jostled  in  a  stream,  it  moved  so  magically. 

Eight  sinister  legs,  two  evil  eyes  and  a  little  rump  of  a  body, 
like  cotton  stuck  with  pipe  cleaners.  What  the  hell  was  I  so  in- 
terested in  this  spider  for?  I  hate  them.  They  crawl  and  sneak 
about,  snatching  baby  moths  in  their  first  beautiful  moments  of 
fledgling  flight.  The  deadly  fangs,  so  small,  so  dangerous,  drip- 
ping golden  yellow  drops  of  venom. 

But  there  it  was,  as  interested  in  me  as  I  in  it.  I  bent  closer, 
pushing  my  books  aside  to  see  the  little  fiend.  I  receded  into  a 
memory  path,  a  movie,  yes  a  movie.  The  Giant  Spider!  Web- 
bing humans  to  suck  dry  their  life  juices.  I  shuddered  then 
came  back  to  the  spider. 

It  sat  or  stood,  as  you  wish,  neither  afraid  or  compassionate 
to  my  closer  observation.  I  noted  the  graceful  curve  of  the 
eight.  So  slender!  Smaller  than  the  quickest  toothpick,  finer 
than  a  pin's  shaft.  The  hair,  tiny  bristles  of  smooth  sheen.  The 
body  looked  cozy,  not  lumpy  or  malevolant,  buy  cozy  to  fit  the 
little  spirit  of  a  small  thing.  Little  eyes,  bead-like  black  dia- 
monds glowing  with  the  light  only  life  gives.  Once  again,  not 
belligerent,  but  peaceful. 

What  happened  to  my  fiend?  That  evil,  foul  smelling  spider 
that  stalked  .  .  .  bugs!  I  couldn't  count  the  number  of  insects 
that  I  have  crushed  and  killed,  just  because.  Spiders  kill  for 
food.  I  .  .  .  ? 

It  moved  again,  this  time  fast.  A  pounce,  a  deadly  pounce.  It 
did  a  360,  looked  me  in  the  eye,  seemed  to  laugh,  then  twisted, 
hopped  once  and  whistled  out  through  the  hole  in  the  screen  of 
my  window.  A  mere  bug  it  was,  true,  but  I  almost  couldn't  re- 
sist the  impulse  to  wave  it  a  goodbye.  Almost. 

—  Bill  Potter 


The  Gull 

He  must  have  been  standing  there — hours? 

Before  I  came; 

I  nearly  stepped  upon  him 

In  the  fading  Hght  along  the  shore. 

He  stood,  greyer  than  I  had  ever  seen  a  gull, 

Not  New  England  grey  and  white. 

But  grey  of  dusk,  of  age. 

Sand  grey, 

Rocking  on  his  legs,  rocking  and  infirm. 

Eyes  fixed  on  me,  unmoving. 

In  helpless  wariness  and  fear, 

Despite  my  intrusion  the  flock  hovered. 

I  waited  past  dark. 

Until  I  could  not  see  him  but  in  my  mind. 

And  then  I  left. 

The  next  day  only  a  few  shells  remained  on  the  sand. 

How  strange,  for  years,  that  I  should  hold  his  requiem. 

—  Janet  Harris 


Sung  by  the  Sorcerer's  Apprentice 

Wordsmith,  myriad  dream-maker, 
Crafty  and  carping, 

In  the  orange  light  from  your  kiln  door 
You  sharpen  and  thumb  your  knife. 

With  neck  bent,  you  scrape  and  blow 
As  your  beard  flames 
To  a  thousand  invisible  white  points. 
Master,  lend  me  your  leavings. 

—  Martha  Ravits 


from  Memory  Poems:  War  Memory  2 

He  was  a  cold,  preserved  enemy  soldier. 
I  bet  the  others  I  could  touch  him 
and  turn  him  over  and  was  tough  enough 
to  touch  him  and  turn  him  over,  who  showed 
mind-sapped  features  rigorously  disciplined. 

—  R.  D.  E. 


Talisman 

No,  not  the  plum  velvet  I  always  wore 

at  Christmas  parties — 

a  black  velvet  band  at  my  throat, 

nor  the  white  lace  with  the  long  sleeves — 

a  small  leather-bound  book  of  verse 

tucked  in  my  hand. 

Oh,  no. 

They  will  not  comment  on  how  well  I  look. 

Let  them  remember  me  giggling, 

and  my  one  odd  tooth. 

It  will  not  be  that  strumpet  face  of  death 

that  they  recall. 

I  shall  not  be  dressed  up, 

put  on  view, 

no  shroud,  no  bronze-handled  box, 

put  in  that  place  without  light, 

lost  in  a  forgotten  churchyard. 

Instead, 

let  the  sea  take  me, 

yes,  the  sea,  gently, 

pulling  me  downward, 

cradled  and  warmed. 

Let  my  hair  float  out  like 

some  golden  ocean  fern, 

my  eyes  become  smoothed, 

two  pieces  of  beach  glass, 

my  body  encrusted  like  some 

lost  Etruscan  ship 

narrow  and  fine. 

Let  my  arms  and  legs 

be  enjeweled  in  colored  coral. 

Will  I  wash  up 

some  bright  summer 

shimmering  and  polished, 

to  be  collected? 

Will  they  know  I  am  a  talisman? 

—  Janet  Harris 


The  Sand 

The  touch  of  the  sand 

As  rough  as  weathered  seashells 

Does  not  hurt  at  all. 

—  Raymond  Jalette 


Take  Me  Back 

TAKE  ME  BACK  and  make  me  over 
careless  craftsman  you  are  wrong 
the  perfect  sculpture's  not  so  perfect 
carving  music  with  no  song 
painting  landscapes  with  no  color 
seasons  circled — circles  square 
points  that  have  no  top  nor  bottom 
fleshed  faced  beauty  falsely  fear 
I  said  TAKE  ME  BACK  and  make  a  middle 
calm  and  easy  warm  and  bright 

Let  the  eyes  touch  their  distance 

let  there  be  purpose  for  the  fight 

it's  not  that  winning  is  what  tempts  me 

nor  loosing  be  the  struggle's  end 

But  it's  hard  to  climb  a  topless  mountain  when  not  even  I  am 

my  own  friend 
I  looked  ahead  and  I  looked  down 
Prophets  come  to  dimly  warn  me 
can  the  inevitable  be  changed 

I  think  you  do  this  just  to  scorn  me 

TAKE  ME  BACK  despite  the  journey 
Despite  the  emptiness  and  pain 

My  love  for  you  is  a  rising  constant  that  beats  upon  me  like 

the  rain. 

—  Susan  Polange 


A  HARVEST  OF  HAIKU 


Winter  Trees 

the  fragile  branches 

seemingly  encased  in  glass 
reflect  the  sun's  warmth 


Battle  on  the  Beach 

crashing  on  the  shore 

the  wave  attacks  the  calm  beach 
and  retreats  once  more 


Sunset 

the  sun  sinks  to  earth 
exhaling  a  rainbow  breath 
and  is  gone  from  sight 


Praying  Mantis 

the  praying  mantis 
lithe  as  a  ballerina 
falls  upon  its  prey 


Flight 

the  eagle  soars  high 

gliding  on  thermal  currents 
as  if  hypnotized 


Winter's  Mistress 

fallen  twigs  on  snow 
like  strands  of  long  silver  hair 
on  a  white  pillow 

—  Robert  Pinchero 
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I  see  myself 

my  soul 

my  destiny 

reflected  in  brown  tranquil  pools 

deep  bright  rings 

of  cool  liquid  color 

their  unapproachable  depth 

perfect  clarity 

reaching  inside  me 

searching  for  honesty 

the  mirrors  of  his  soul 

baring  themselves  before  me 

revealing  him  to  me 

filling  me  with  the  love 

I  see  shining 

there  in  his  eyes 

—  Gabrielle  Beatrice 


The  enveloping  warmth  of  the  fire 

ignites  the  passion  hiding  deep  inside  of  me, 

the  softness  of  his  touch  sends  sparks 

dancing  lightly  across  my  skin, 

I  strain  to  control  my  eagerness  for  him, 

but  as  old  friends,  and  now  as  lovers, 

I  know  I  cannot  fool  him. 

His  yearnings  matches  my  own, 

breathless  impatience  devours  us, 

we  burn  with  shared  desire. 

Soft  golden  flames 

brighten  his  body, 

dance  in  his  eyes, 

set  him  on  fire 

for  me  to  enjoy. 

—  Gabrielle  Beatrice 
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Just  Passing  Through 

Don't  feel  it's  your  fault  now  that  I'm  here 

It's  my  choice  to  stay  or  leave 
Don't  feel  a  duty  to  dry  all  my  tears 
For  it's  my  life  that's  making  me  grieve 
Don't  analyze  me,  I'm  more  than  what's  shown 
Don't  criticize  me,  We're  all  in  our  own 
Don't  hand  me  your  rules  and  don't  take  from  me  mine 
For  we're  all  separate  people, 
Just  passing  through  time  .  .  . 

—  Susan  Polange 


It  is  because  of  one  special  person 

And  what  her  life  and  her  love 

Has  meant  to  me  and  so  many  others 

That  I  am  not  just  another 

Disillusioned,  lonely  person 

Walking  the  streets  with  no 

Direction  and  no  purpose. 

Without  her  gentle  guidance 

And  constant  support 

I  would  have  no  ambition 

And,  worst  of  all,  no  dreams. 

I  would  be  wasting  my  precious  time 

On  this  hopeless  planet. 

She  has  taught  me  more  than 

I  ever  thought  it  possible  to  learn. 

She  is,  and  always  will  be. 

The  best  that  this  world 

Has  ever  had  to  offer. 

She  is  my  dear  mother. 

—  Gabrielle  Beatrice 
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Sonnet 

I  have  been  cheated,  God.  I  want  my  own. 
You  must  not  let  her  steal  what  is  not  hers. 
She  took  an  oath,  agreed  that  we  were  one, 
Then  coolly  broke  it,  having  filled  her  purse. 
For  she  had  garnered  all  I  had  to  give, 
Her  oath  the  pretext  for  the  garnering. 
Before  she  told  me,  "Now  I  mean  to  live 
Without  you,  dear.  No  rage  be  harboring." 
I  should  not  rage?  But,  God!  How  could  I  notl 
She'd  used  my  best  to  gain  her  petty  worst, 
Then  calmly  left  with  all  that  she  had  got. 
Obliterating  what  she'd  sworn  at  first. 
So  I've  been  cheated,  God.  I  want  my  due. 
"You  have  it,  son.  False  lost  is  gain  of  true." 

—  Carroll  Cole 


from  Memory  Poems:  Charity  Ward 

When  a  small  child  lying  nearby 

called  for  vino,  the  wasp  nurses  laughed. 

The  one  who  gave  me  castor  oil 

scolded  me  later  for  fouling  the  bed. 

We  learned  that  holding  our  noses 

to  eat  the  ice  cream  that  tasted  burnt 

got  it  down,  and  we  learned,  without 

being  told,  when  boys  died  in  the  next  ward. 

Whoever  hid  bread  under  his  pillow 

could  bring  it  out  to  eat  alone 

while  the  rest  of  us,  who  had  eaten 

but  still  were  hungry,  looked  on. 

And  when  my  mother  came  to  visit, 

I  saw  her  through  a  glass  wall. 


—  R.  D.  E. 
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Little  Ajax 

I  was  counting  on  another  night  alone; 

then  I  got  your  note. 

I've  been  in  love  too  long  with  the  wrong  woman. 

Somewhere  in  this  world  a  perfect  woman  waits 

who  won't  be  moody 

or  compare  me  to  a  friend  or  brother 

or  hold  me  accountable  for  the  gleam 

in  the  eye  of  the  wind. 

I  tried  love  and  gave  it  up 

as  a  dirty  deal. 

And  then  I  got  your  note. 

No,  it's  not  you,  either,  Helen: 

Okay,  we'll  screw  until  we  both  see  stars, 

if  that's  what  you  want, 

but  you're  not  the  one  for  me. 

A  man  should  never  be  poorer  than  his  wife 

or  uglier. 

I  sailed  here  to  get  away  from  my  mired  nest. 

That's  all. 

I  did,  however,  bring  you  a  gift,  Helen: 

a  brocade  robe,  empurpled  with  the  scrapings  of  oyster  shells, 

and,  lurking  in  the  folds  of  jasper  bits 

and  flecks  of  pearl, 

are  peacocks,  Helen.  See? 

She  liked  this  robe. 

At  least  that's  what  she  said 

when  she  was  in  a  good  mood. 

—  Jay  Halpem 
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The  White  Goddess 

It  must  be  the  moonlight  after  the  rain 

that  fills  me  with  ideas,  Eurydice. 

Or  your  soft  presence. 

I'm  not  a  man  to  whom  ideas  come  easily; 

I'm  a  wonderer,  an  observer, 

an  experimenter  with  chord -changes. 

When  the  rocks  move  and  the  trees  sway  to  my  music, 

I'm  as  astounded  as  everyone  else. 

Joyful,  yes;  but  no  less  astounded. 

But  tonight  I'm  in  control; 

I  don't  know  what  it  is — 

a  completeness  to  my  thoughts, 

an  ordering  of  part  to  part — 

a  triumph  of  my  will. 

Yes,  I  suppose  that's  it: 

tonight  I'm  not  blown  on  the  winds  of  wonderment 

but,  instead,  rise  like  the  moon 

and  purify  the  crisp  air 

with  a  bright,  white  beam  of  vision. 

Once  I  saw  a  moon  like  this 

rise  behind  an  enchanted  mountain 

with  a  crystal  peak. 

Selene's  features  altered  as  she  rose, 

liberated  by  the  awesome  lens, 

and  she  moved  her  lips  and  eyes 

and  whispered  something  to  me 

I  didn't  catch. 

Since  that  night  I've  regretted  my  deafness 

in  regard  to  outcries  of  the  soul. 

But  tonight,  Eurydice — come  closer — 

I'll  credit  your  words  of  love 

with  making  me,  for  a  moment, 

wise. 

—  Jay  Halpem 
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Ajax 

Look,  I'll  tell  you  right  up  front: 

just  because  I'm  big  and  the  others  are  scared  of  me 

doesn't  mean  I  know  what  to  do  with  a  woman. 

You're  the  most  beautiful  woman  in  the  world: 

I  can  see  that,  now.  It's  not  just  a  rumor. 

Therefore,  I  suppose  it's  your  destiny 

that  all  your  experiences  be  superlative. 

The  most  beautiful  woman  in  the  world 

doesn't  take  out  the  garbage  or  clip  coupons 

or  make  love  to  an  oddity  with  knees 

as  big  as  discuses, 

and  who  lacks  an  elegant  tongue. 

Something  in  your  eyes,  however,  says  you  want  me 

and  I'm  confused. 

I'm  afraid  it's  nothing  more  profound 

than  curiosity  about  what  a  man  my  size 

will  feel  like  inside  you, 

wrapped  all  around  you. 

Don't  get  me  wrong: 

if  that's  the  case,  so  be  it. 

I'll  do  my  best  to  please  you. 

But  I  beg  you,  Helen,  don't  condemn  me 

with  your  expectations. 

The  priests  have  it  in  for  me: 

after  what  we've  done,  I  owe  you  the  full  story. 

You  deserve  to  be  warned. 

They  say  I'm  impious: 

once  I  was  overheard  saying  that 

anybody  can  conquer  an  enemy  with  the  help  of  the  gods; 

for  myself,  I  would  prefer  to  do  it  alone. 

That  seems  simple  enough,  and  true: 

where  else  does  man's  dignity  lie? 

But  the  priests  are  outraged  against  me  for  saying  it, 

and  I  fear  they  may  be  right: 

the  unpitying  gods  will  dog  my  steps 

with  vexations.  They'll  steal  my  triumphs 

right  from  under  my  nose. 

If  our  relationship  is  to  go  any  further. 
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I  think  it's  only  fair  that  you  know  this. 

You've  made  me  giddy  as  a  young  boy 

whose  javelin's  hit  the  mark  for  the  first  time. 

I  want  to  run  howling  to  the  elders, 

wake  them  up  in  mid-snore,  and  all  my  friends, 

and  be  told  I  can  sit  with  the  grown-ups 

and  drink  my  own  cup  of  mead  and  honey. 

If  you  should  choose  me, 

I  want  you  to  understand  that,  as  far  as  I'm  concerned, 

I'd  not  be  marrying  a  mere  woman 

but  embracing  Beauty,  herself. 

I  know  you,  of  all  people,  understand  my  passion 

for  Beauty  in  the  abstract. 

Telamon  sees  me  only  as  a  warrior,  a  world-conqueror, 

a  political  tool. 

It  bothered  him  no  end  when  I,  as  a  boy, 

spent  my  afternoons  in  the  armorer's  hut 

and  watched  the  painstaking  birth  of  swords  and  shields. 

I  couldn't  explain  what  the  perfection  of  lines 

or  the  cunningly-endowed,  strength  inherent  in  braids  of  metal 

meant  to  me. 

Beauty  of  form,  beauty  of  function: 

beauty  in  the  abstract. 

Telamon,  terribly  angry, 

ordered  me  not  to  fraternize  with  the  help. 

I  couldn't  speak  in  my  defense; 

his  poets  have  the  words  I  need, 

but  they  flatter  with  their  skilled  tongues,  too, 

and  curse  each  other  jealously, 

and  lure  dull  and  brutish  women  into  sordid  affairs. 

They  jump  at  Telamon's  farted  summons: 

they'd  never  understand  me. 

But  you  would. 

You  wouldn't  stop  me  from  watching  a  sunset  bloody  the  sky 

or  the  sea's  waves  arouse  the  shore  before  a  storm 

with  swollen,  lewd,  and  salty  tongues 

and  tell  me  to  act  like  a  man. 

—  Jay  Halpem 
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Graphic  and  Advertising  Design  '82 

—  Mary  Alice  Bissell 


"Logic"  (Graphic) 


—  Vid 


Quill  &  Ink  Bottle  (Graphic) 


—  Carla  Testa 


"It's  Those  Funny  Cigarettes"  (Graphic) 


—  Vid 


Waiting  for  tlie  Pas  de  Deux 

Bloodied  toes,  wrapped  in  lamb's  wool 

Drumming  Debussy  into  the  hardwood  floor, 

Body  in  tune,  rediscovered  each  day, 

A  straining  swan,  sweating  in  the  cardboard  twilight. 

Dancing  for  the  audience  of  self. 

Oh,  sweet  agony. 

That  all-consuming  love  affair 

I  thought  would  never  end. 

Today  I  found 

One  dust-covered  toe  shoe, 

Pink  now  faded  mauve, 

Ribbons  turned  to  thread; 

Lonely  souvenir 

Of  a  lost  passion. 

It  seems  so  long  ago. 

Yet  even  now. 

Halted  at  some  city  curb 

While  cars  and  buses  pass, 

I  look  down 

To  see  my  toes  still  faithfully  turned  out, 

Waiting  for  the  pas  de  deux. 

—  Janet  Harris 


The  Dancer 

I  wake  up  early, 

sweep  dead  roaches  off  the  floor, 

shut  my  window  for  the  millionth  time 

to  keep  out  the  stench  of  old  Mrs.  Meyrowitz's 

impending  death, 

and  search  for  hints  of  sun 

among  the  alley  shadows. 
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Dead  and  dying  faces  read  the  subway  ads: 
"You've  come  a  long  way,  baby!" 
"Preparation  H — for  fast  relief" 
"Even  nice  people  get  VD." 
I  shut  my  eyes  and  forget 
the  smell  of  stale  urine. 

The  boss  carries  a  gun  on  his  right  hip. 

He  tries  to  look  tough. 

The  muscular  Jamaicans  who  make  change, 

handsome  as  Memnon, 

laugh  behind  his  back. 

His  fat  paw  reaches  for  my  breast 

when  I'm  in  costume: 

eyes  without  life. 

I  dance  without  seeing  the  faces  beyond  the  footlights. 

Naked,  I  slowly  sway, 

my  dance  formless  but  for  my  form, 

a  gesture  of  prolonged  and  absolute  movement. 

Demons  on  the  parapets  of  Hell 

dance  like  me. 

Long  since  Orion's  left  the  center  of  the  sky. 

I  dance  dreamily  in  front  of  my  mirror: 

naked,  and  a  candle  burns. 

No  music  from  the  stereo  because  Mrs.  Meyrowitz  complains 

and  she's  old,  near  death. 

Really,  that's  okay, 

I  don't  need  music  for  my  dance. 

From  the  open  window 

I'm  raped  by  the  night's  wind. 

If  death  were  nothing  more 

than  the  freedom  to  fill  the  darkness  between  the  stars 

with  my  dance, 

I'd  count  God  my  greatest  friend. 

—  Jay  Halpem 
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My  ways — 

are  that  of  a  kite 
soaring  high  .  .  . 
.  .  .  floating  wild  in 

whichever  direction, 
such  freedom  can  only  be 
attained  by  being  attached 
to  a  guideline, 
without  it  .  .  . 
I'll  lose  control 
and 


come 
crashing 


d 

0 

w 
n 


C.  L.  Neal 
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If  I  could  ...  I  would  paint  a 
dream  with  the  brightness  of 
the  moon. 

candelight  glow 
warmth  of  a  fire 
and  softness  of  snow. 
As  a  canvas — ^it  would  have  to 
be  the  sky,  of  azure  blue, 
clouds  floating  free 

birds  flying  high 
to  add  some  reality. 
Music  mixed  in  .  .  .  one  note  at  a 
time  creating  a  feeling  of 
sound. 
Now,  thinking  about  it,  what 
could  I  do — where  would  such 
colors  be  found? 
How  could  I  paint  such  a  beautiful 
scene 

perhaps  it's  just  better 
to  keep 

it  a  dream ! 

—  C.  L.  Neal 
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Agamemnon 

My  dear  girl,  you  shame  your  sister. 

She's  a  pig  compared  to  you. 

Her  calves  and  belly  are  furred  like  the  dark  thighs 

of  a  tarantula, 

her  movements  lack  grace, 

she  cannot  eat  kidney  beans  without  blowing  me  out  of  my  bed 

all  night  with  her  foul  wind, 

and  there's  a  string  of  flesh  hanging  from  her  sex 

that  makes  me  want  to  puke  when  she  opens  her  legs. 

I  can  well  believe  you  were  hatched  from  a  golden  egg. 

Was  Clytmenestra  found  under  a  rock? 

I  make  scrupulous  use  of  her 

for  ceremonial  and  breeding  purposes  only. 

Ah,  if  Tantalos  had  lived  when  I  slashed  open  his  shoulder 

instead  of  spilling  his  best  blood  .  .  . 

I've  known  heroes,  real  men, 

who've  lived  through  graver  wounds. 

He  was  weak  in  the  guts,  I  suppose, 

or  wanted  to  be  rid  of  your  sister  even  more  than  I. 

Tantalos,  if  your  spirit  floats  anywhere  around  here, 

I   embrace   you,   brother-sufferer,   and   sincerely  regret  your 

death. 

0,  sincerely  I  regret  your  death  .  .  . 

The  sweetness  of  taking  my  victim's  woman  to  wife 

blinded  me  just  long  enough.  , 

Your  revenge  is  complete,  0  Tantalos. 

I  envy  you  your  billowy  shade. 

You  are  skilfull,  I'll  say  that  much. 

I  haven't  sweated  like  this  since  the  Games. 

Go  easy  on  Menelaus;  he's  just  a  boy. 

He'll  be  maddened  by  a  lover  like  you, 

go  off  his  feed  for  a  week,  I  imagine. 

I  daresay  most  men  would.  But  not  I. 

Don't  expect  that  from  me,  my  dear. 

I'm  no  boy,  nor  do  I  lack  experience. 

I  can  smell  a  femme  fatale  at  a  hundred  paces. 

As  state  priest  I  consider  myself 
a  relatively  pious  man. 
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But  your  body  and  your  tongue  are  the  strongest  arguments 

I've  come  across  yet  for  the  existence  of  the  gods. 

Don't  tell  anyone  I  said  that,  my  dear: 

I'll  deny  everything. 

I  want  you  to  know  that's  how  I  feel,  that's  all. 

I  expect  it  will  make  you  feel  good. 

Helen!  Helen! 

Where  am  I? 

Touch  me — 

I  have  dreamed  such  a  dream: 

An  old  king  stood  before  me, 

his  brow  smeared  with  wet  ashes, 

behind  him  a  great  walled  city  in  flames. 

I  couldn't  tell  if  his  face  was  darker  with  ashes 

or  with  sorrow  and  the  burden  of  his  years. 

He  meant  that  gesture  to  accuse  me,  I  swear  it! 

That  fmger  of  his,  pointing. 

My  fmger  to  you,  old  man,  damned  by  the  gods! 

And  then  I  stood  on  the  steps  of  the  temple 

my  thoughts  full  of  the  entrails  of  beasts, 

and  I'm  struck  through  the  heart  from  behind 

and  collapse  at  the  foot  of  the  marble  stairs: 

my  blood  spills  like  wine  from  a  daggered  sack. 

Helen,  there  was  such  pain  .  .  . 

Hold  me,  woman. 

Your  breasts  next  to  my  skin  soothe  my  heart. 

I  never  before  realized  how  dark  it  is  in  these  guest  rooms. 

There  should  be  oil-lamps,  more  oil-lamps,  there  and  there. 

Sometimes  a  little  light  preserves  sleep, 

which  shadows  banish. 

What  stupid  things  are  dreams. 

Don't  tell  the  elders  I  said  that: 

I'll  deny  every  word. 

Those  old  fools  record  their  feeble  senilities 

on  leaves  of  gold  in  the  temple, 

making  the  gods  their  excuse. 

But  the  dreams  of  a  king  .  .  . 

Come  here,  woman. 

Hold  me. 


—  Jay  Halpem 
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News  Story 

This  is  the  story  of  a  woman 

who  visited  her  husband  in  jail 

This  is  the  story  of  a  word 

that  failed  to  establish 

the  establishment. 

pick  one  justice — ^love — determination — stupidity. 

Separateness  was  not  a  condition  they  could  tolerate 

so  they  touched  eyes 

in  the  eyes  of  the  guard 

swarmed  looks  of  honey 

stings  of  "be  mine"  but  not  tonight 

irreverent  tunes  in  the  glare  of  bare 

light  bulbs 

they  touched  tongues  in  the  disguise 

of  a  sneeze 

the  tongue  tasting  only  the  juice  of  their  own  desire 

washing  the  glass. 

They  whispered  sweet  nothings 

in  the  ear  of  the  microphone 

hard  sounds  echoing  through  walls 

deflecting  the  atoms  of  concrete  words,  misunderstandings. 

hold  me.  grab  my  hand  through  glass,  splinter 

tradition. 

but  she's  so  stupid  she's  smart  enough 

to  outsmart 

the  blue  coated  red  sweating  eyes  of  the  guard 

looking  beyond  all  reality 

to  the  honey  of  his  imagination. 

She  reached  downward  and  from  somewhere  inside  herself 

extracted  a  potent  golden  colored  sweet 

smelling  pot  of  glue,  sunshine. 

rubbed  the  stuff  in  the  palm  of  her  hand 

and  thrust  it  glowing  into  her  beloved's  outstretched 

offer. 

the  glue  dried. 

figs  caught  in  a  time  machine. 
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0  ring  the  bells!  0  alarm  bells!  0  wedded  bells! 

shut  the  doors,  open  the  doors,  try  to  decide  what  to  do. 

But  what  man  has  joined  together 

let  no  god — even — put  asunder. 

In  the  hospital  they  tried 

ice  picks,  hand  saws,  jack 

hammers,  sweet  talk,  turkey  jaws 

wrenches,  wenches,  pliers,  cactus 

snakes,  slithering  tongues  of  lizards 

prayers,  promises,  folded  knees 

the  simple  things. 

They  tried  lasers,  neon  eyes,  keylocks  drizzled 

with  mercury  vapors,  prayers,  promises, 

rocket  hollow  harrowing  breaths  reform 

in  the  joints,  windows  unbarred  memories 

ice  cream  melting  through  cracks 

in  the  cone.  The  difficult  things. 

Where  to  place  this  Siamese  situation? 

over  roast  beef  and  beer 

the  blue  coated  fates  decide  what  isn't  theirs  to  decide 

or  what  they're  unable  to  decide  they  decide 

and  the  womanman  remain  to  this  day 

straddling 

the  middle  of  the  road. 

And  what  of  justice — love — determination — stupidity? 

The  judge  tried  to  convict  her 

but  he  couldn't  make 

anything  stick. 

—  M.  Marcuss  Oslander 
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The  Field— Where  My  Love  is  Hidden 

The  new  day,  with  its  morning  damp  and 
drizzling.  Clouds  overhead  thick  and 
full  of  raindrops  waiting  to  fall.  But 
for  this  new  day  no  amount  of  rain 
could  drown  my  spirit. 

The  path,  though  wet  and  slippery, 
is  fine  for  me.  I  can  travel 
along  any  path,  and  will. 
A  fine  field,  where  the  wind 
whips  and  assails  the  empti- 
ness, I  search  for  love  and 
find  only  myself;  and  I  realize 
that  even  emptiness  holds  1 
love,  in  the  form  of  me; 
and  within  me  there  could  be 
a  great  empty  space,  where 
all  the  power  of  my  mind 
is  uselessly  blowing  around; 
where  my  love  is  hidden, 
all  alone. 

—  Joseph  D.  Munro 
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Daffodils:  Two  Views- 
Dorothy  and  William  Wordsworth 


The  following  texts  by  William  and  Dorothy  Wordsworth  are  in- 
cluded here  to  facilitate  the  reading  of  the  critical  essay  by 
UNH  student  Peter  Goettler  which  follows. 


I  Wandered  Lonely  as  a  Cloud 

/  wandered  lonely  as  a  cloud 

That  floats  on  high  o'er  vales  and  hills, 

When  all  at  once  I  saw  a  crowd, 

A  host,  of  golden  daffodils. 

Beside  the  lake,  beneath  the  trees,  5 

Fluttering  and  dancing  in  the  breeze. 

Continuous  as  the  stars  that  shine 

And  twinkle  on  tM  milky  way. 

They  stretched  in  never-ejiding  lin£ 

Along  the  margin  of  a  bay;  10 

Ten  thousand  saw  I  at  a  glance, 

Tossiyig  their  heads  in  sprightly  dance. 

The  waves  beside  them  danced,  but  they 

Outdid  the  sparkling  waves  in  glee; 

A  poet  could  not  but  be  gay,  15 

In  su£h  a  jocund  company; 

I  gazed — and  gazed — but  little  thought 

What  wealth  the  show  to  me  had  brought: 

For  oft,  when  on  my  couch  I  lie 

In  vacant  or  in  pensive  mood,  20 

They  flash  upon  that  inward  eye 

Which  is  the  bliss  of  solitude; 

And  then  my  heart  with  pleasure  fills. 

And  dances  with  the  daffodils. 


—  William  Wordsworth 
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Dorothy  Wordsworth 's  Journal 

Thursday,  15th. — It  was  a  threateriing,  misty  morning,  but 
mild.  We  set  off  after  dinner  from  Eusemere,  Mrs.  Clarkson 
went  a  short  way  with  us,  but  turned  back.  The  wind  was  furi- 
ous, and  we  thought  we  must  have  returned.  We  first  rested  in 
the  large  boathouse,  then  under  a  furze  bush  opposite  Mr. 
Clarkson's.  Saw  the  plough  going  in  the  field.  The  wind  seized 
our  breath.  The  lake  was  rough.  There  was  a  boat  by  itself  float- 
ing in  the  middle  of  the  bay  below  Water  Millock.  We  rested 
again  in  the  Water  Millock  Lane.  The  hawthorns  are  black  and 
green,  the  birches  here  and  there  greenish,  but  there  is  yet  more 
of  purple  to  be  seen  on  the  twigs.  We  got  over  into  a  field  to 
avoid  some  cows — people  working.  A  few  primroses  by  the 
roadside — woodsorrel  flower,  the  anemone,  scentless  violets, 
strawberries,  and  that  starry,  yellow  flower  which  Mrs.  C.  calls 
pile  wort.  When  we  were  in  the  woods  beyond  Goivbarrow  Park 
we  saw  a  few  daffodils  close  to  the  water-side.  We  fancied  that 
the  lake  had  floated  the  seeds  ashore,  and  that  the  little  colony 
had  so  sprung  up.  But  as  we  went  along  there  were  more  and 
yet  more;  and  at  last,  under  the  boughs  of  the  trees,  we  saw  that 
there  was  a  long  belt  of  them  along  the  shore,  about  the  breadth 
of  a  country  turnpike  road.  I  never  saw  daffodils  so  beautiful. 
They  grew  among  the  mossy  stones  about  and  about  them;  some 
rested  their  heads  upon  these  stones,  as  07i  a  pillow,  for  weari- 
ness; and  the  rest  tossed  and  reeled  and  danced,  and  seemed  as 
if  they  verily  laughed  with  the  wind,  that  blew  upon  them  over 
the  lake;  they  looked  so  gay,  ever  glayicing,  ever  changing.  This 
wbid  blew  directly  over  the  lake  to  them.  There  was  here  and 
there  a  little  knot,  and  a  few  stragglers  higher  up;  but  they  were 
so  few  as  not  to  disturb  the  simplicity,  unity,  and  life  of  that 
one  busy  highway.  We  rested  again  and  again.  The  bays  were 
stormy,  and  we  heard  the  waves  at  differeyit  distances,  and  in 
the  middle  of  the  water,  like  the  sea.  .  .  .  All  ivas  cheerless  and 
gloomy,  so  we  faced  the  storm. 
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William  Wordsworth's  poem,  "I  Wandered  Lonely  as  a 
Cloud,"  is  a  painting  compared  to  his  sister's  prose  entry.  She 
writes  of  the  same  situation  as  if  she  were  staring  at  a  photo- 
graph. I  felt  this  way  after  I  read  the  two  pieces  of  literature 
and  saw  the  different  ways  the  authors  used  to  convey  the  inci- 
dent of  the  daffodils  to  the  reader. 

William  wrote  his  poem  in  1804,  two  years  after  he  saw  the 
daffodils.^  The  first  impression  that  was  engraved  in  his  mind 
was  one  that  he  was  able  to  recall  in  1843.^  The  image  that  he 
remembered  was  undoubtedly  one  which  can  only  be  recalled  as 
a  whole,  and  which  after  two  years  of  pondering  can  only  be  re- 
peated without  specific  details.  When  he  wrote  his  poem,  he 
carefully  included  only  the  basic  details,  and  left  it  up  to  the 
reader  to  form  his  own  simple  impression  of  the  daffodils  in  his 
mind's  eye.  William  accomplished  this  in  the  first  stanza  (6 
lines)  and  purposely  did  not  attempt  to  go  into  any  greater  de- 
tail. An  artist  would  be  able  to  read  these  six  lines  and  compose 
a  painting  which  should  create  a  positive  image. 

Dorothy,  on  the  other  hand,  wrote  of  the  same  incident  in 
prose  with  such  vivid  detail  that  the  reader  cannot  imagine  any- 
thing special  about  the  daffodils  because  of  the  photograph  she 
creates  in  the  reader's  mind.  If  a  reader  can  comprehend,  and 
see  each  individual  detail,  there  is  nothing  left  to  do  but  to  ac- 
cept the  image  exactly  as  it  is  told.  I  think  Dorothy  took  away 
much  of  the  beauty  the  daffodils  possessed  by  mentioning  the 
weather,  and  by  using  words  with  a  negative  connotation  to  de- 
scribe the  atmosphere.  Everything  in  her  entry  was  defined  so 
clearly  that  the  contrast  she  made  with  the  bad  weather,  fierce 
wind,  and  rough  lake,  compared  to  the  gaity  and  beauty  of  the 
daffodils  is  w^eakened.  The  contrast  forces  the  reader  to  try  to 
see  something  beautiful  in  an  ugly  situation.  She  also  limited 
each  description  to  something  known,  whereas  her  brother  pur- 
posely left  the  limits  of  his  descriptions  up  to  the  imagination. 

One  example  is  the  number  of  daffodils  on  the  shore.  Dorothy 
claimed  that  there  was  a  long  belt  "about  the  breadth  of  a  coun- 
try turnpike  road."  William  on  the  other  hand,  stated  that  the 
daffodils  stretched  in  a  never-ending  line,  which  he  compared  to 
the  continuity  of  the  stars  that  shine. 

Another  example  is  the  way  the  daffodils  moved.  William 
said  that  they  were  "Fluttering  and  dancing  in  the  breeze," 
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which  implied  that  the  daffodils  had  life.  However  Dorothy's 
comment  "the  wind  that  blew  them"  gives  the  reader  the  feel- 
ing that  the  daffodils  had  no  control  over  themselves  and  there- 
fore needed  some  outside  force  to  make  them  achieve-  such 
gaity. 

Throughout  the  diary  entry  and  the  poem  there  are  compari- 
sons and  contrasts  of  things  which  both  William  and  Dorothy 
saw.  The  difference  in  connotations  of  the  words  and  phrases 
used  by  each  author  are  so  far  apart  that  I  wondered  if  they 
were  looking  at  the  same  things.  These  phrases  of  William's  and 
Dorothy's  are  respectively  as  follows:  "breeze"  compared  to 
"wind,"  "all  at  once  I  saw  a  crowd"  to  "we  saw  a  few,"  "waves  be- 
side them  danced"  to  "the  lake  was  rough,"  "ten  thousand  I  saw 
at  a  glance"  to  "as  we  went  along  we  saw  more  and  more,"  and 
finally  "a  host"  compared  to  "a  few  stragglers  around  that  busy 
highway. " 

I  feel  that  there  is  enough  evidence  to  say  that  William  was 
overcome  by  the  experience  he  had  with  nature.  In  his  last 
stanza  he  stated  that  when  he  relaxed,  the  thought  of  the  daffo- 
dils filled  his  heart  with  pleasure. 

Dorothy  seemed  content  to  just  write  about  the  daffodils  as  if 
it  was  only  a  diary  entry.  From  this  I  concluded  that  the  differ- 
ence between  the  poem  and  the  prose  comes  from  William's 
ability  to  create  an  idea  and  to  leave  the  reader  with  an  impres- 
sion that  only  gets  better  as  the  imagination  works  on  the 
thought.  He  did  this  successfully  by  creating  a  vague  image  and 
putting  this  image  in  an  extremely  positive  atmosphere.  Mean- 
while, Dorothy  took  the  same  situation  and  told  me  many 
things  which  lessened  my  desire  to  go  to  see  the  daffodils.  She 
also  told  everything  so  specifically  that  I  feel  that  I  have  al- 
ready been  there.  Knowing  that  I  would  never  see  the  place,  I 
prefer  to  read  the  piece  William  wrote  so  that  I  can  always  im- 
agine what  it  would  be  like  rather  than  just  accept  the  picture 
as  it  is,  and  store  it  in  the  back  of  my  mind. 

—  Peter  Goettler 

1.  Bernard  Groom,  The  Unity  of  Wordsworth  Poetry  (New  York:  St.  Mar- 
tins Press,  1966),  p.  65. 

2.  John  Danby,  The  Simple  Wordsworth  (New  York:  Barnes  &  Noble 
Press,  1961),  p.  116. 


32 


& 


9 


/ 


e 


X© 


0 


EDITORIAL  BOARD 


Juanita  Austin 

Gabrielle  Beatrice 

Srilekha  Bell — ^Faculty  Associate 

Allan  Chaneles 

Bruce  French — ^Faculty  Associate 

Teresa  Gorman — ^Associate  Editor 

Jay  Halpern — Faculty  Associate 

Valerie  Johnson — Editor-in-chief 

Bertrand  Mathieu— Faculty  Advisor 

Virginia  Messenger — ^Associate  Editor 

Mark  Romoser 

Felipe  Sanchez 

Debra  Simone 


>».. .  -" 


TifjTSi 


ci^^m^^ 


/ 


